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to the Cathedral.    The street was well lit, and over-
head a fine mesh of stars burned in the sky.    She
sighed, shook her head at her daring, then, a grave
solitary figure, started up past the Statue.
Someone passed her and paused.

* Why, Elizabeth, good evening! '

It was her father's jackal, Major Leggett, his
bowler hat cocked on one side of his head, a smart
light overcoat and a green silk muffler with white
spots decorating his ugly body. Yes, ugly to her
he was and detested by her!

She said good evening.

* And what are you doing here?'

*  I am going to the Carol Service/

* Leaving Christmas gifts on the way.    Who can
the happy man be?    I shall have to tell your father
of this!'

He was always facetious with her, always spoke
to her as though she were a little girl of ten. One of
his chief pleasures was to try to shock her with in-
decent stories, and sometimes he would pretend to
make love to her, hating her as she very well knew
he did. But she smiled. It amused her to think
that she had a friend unknown to him, unknown to
her father, unknown to all the world.

"Wouldn't you like to know!' she said, and
went on.

Only in the dusky silence of Green Lane she was
sorry* She would hate her father to be told. And
now he would be. It was Leggett's business to keep
him informed of everything.

The Cathedral bells now were pealing loudly.
The whole town rang with them and the whole town